
The Tragedie 
Haft. His Grace lookes cheerfiilly and fmooth to day, 
Theres fome conceit or other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpitit. 

I thinke there is neuer a man in Chriftendotnc, 

That can leffer hide his loue or hate then he : 

For by his face ftraight fhall you know his heart. 

Dar. What ofhis heart perceiueyouin his face, 

By any likelihood he (hewed to day i 
Haft. Mary, that with no roan here he is offended} 

For if he were, he would haue fhewen it in his face. 

Dar, I pray God he be not, l fay. 

Enter G/ofter. 

Glo. I pray you ali,what do they deferue 
That doconfpire my death with diuellifli plots. 

Of damned witchcraft, and that haue preuaild 
Ypon my bodie with their hellifh chatmcs ? 

Haft. The tender loue I beare your Grace my Lord, 
Makes me moft forward in this noble prefence, 

To doome the offenders whatfoeuer they be : 

J fay my Lord they haue deferued death. 

Gio . Then be your eyes the witnefle of this ill. 

See how 1 am bewitcht, behold mine arme 

Is like a blafted fapling withered vp. 

This is that Edwards wife,that monftrous witch, 
Confortcd with that harlot ftrumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Haft. If they haue done this thing my gratious Lord. 

Glo. If, thou protestor of this damned ftrumpet, 

Telft thou meot iffesJthou art a traitor. 

Off with his head.Novv by Saint Paul, 

1 will not dine to day 1 fweare, 

Vntill I fee the (amei fome fee it done s 

T he reft that loue mc,come and follow me. Exeunt, 

Ha. Wo wo forEngland,not awhit forme: Cayvith Hajt, 
For 1 too fond ffiight haue preuented this : 

Stanley did dreame theboare did race his belme, 

But I difdaind it, and did fcorne to file, 

Three times to day my footecloth boric did ttumble, 
And^artled when he lookt vpon the Tower, . ^ 
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As loth to beare me to the flaughter-houfe. 

Oh, now I want the Prieft that fpake to mep 
I now repent I told the Purfiuant, 

As twere triumphing at mine enemies, 

How they at Pomfret bloodily were buteberd, 

And Imv felfefecure in grace and fauour: 

Oh Margaret, Margaret: now thy heauy cutfc 
Is lighted on poore Haftings wretched head. 

Cat. Difpatch my Lo:the Duke would beat dinner? 
Make a fhort fhrift, he longs to fee your head. 

Haft. O momentary ftare of worldly men. 

Which we more hunt for, then for the grace of heauen ? 
Who builds his hopes in aire of your faire lookes, 

Liues like a drunken Sayler on a maft. 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downs 
Into the fatall bowels of the dee pe. 

Come leade roe to the blocke, beare him my head, 

They fmile at me, that (horriy fhall be dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke ofGlofter and "Buckingham in armor. 

Glo. Come cofen, canft thou quake & change thy colour* 
Mother thy breath in middle ot a word. 

And then begin againe and flop againc. 

As if thou wen diftraught and mad with terror. 

Bnc, Tut feare not roe. 
lean counterfeit the deepe T ragedian, 

Speake.and lookebacke, and pric on eucry fidet 
intending deepe fufpiuon,gaftly loekes 
Are at my (cruice like inforced fmtles. 

And both are readie in their offices 
T o grace my ftrat ageras. Enter Motor, 

cflo. Here comes the Maior. 

Bnc. Letme alone to entcrtainc him, L. Maiog,, 

Glo. Looke to the drawbridge there. 

Buc. T he reafon we haue fent for you, 

Ijlo. Catesby ouerlooke the walks. 

Bus. Harke./heare a drumme, 

Glo. Looke backe, defend thee,hcrc are enemies. 

Buc, God and our innocencie defend vs. 

Qlo* G, O, be quiet, it is Catesby. 
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